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More marvellous, however, in eyes such as ours,
removed from these manifestations, is Wesley's
own gallant hardihood. If ever a spirit refused
to be shackled by that inert thing the flesh, it was
that which drove, or carried, John Wesley's body
over hundreds of thousands of miles, through
storms at sea, through blizzards on land, torrents
in rivers, and which in 1753 caused him to sur-
vive, unimpaired, an attack of consumption so
severe that, to prevent, as he said, " wild pan-
egyric," he composed his own epitaph. Accidents,
what did they matter? And since he used to
read as he rode, his reins slack on his horse's
neck, over the roughest of paths and fells, tumbles
were frequent enough : but then, treacle and
brown paper were easily got, and they provided
a sovran cure for bruises. If inhospitably treated,
as he was at first in Cornwall, he could feed on
blackberries ; if there was no bed to lie on, well,
he would lie on boards. Once, after about three
weeks of such sleeping, he turned round in the
night to his companion, and clapping him on the
side, said : " Brother Nelson, let us be of good
cheer ; I have one whole side yet, for the skin is
off but one side." Rain, snow, roads slippery with
ice, these were nothing to him. From his youth
he had inured himself to weather, wearing both
by day and by night as few clothes as was possible,
and he had proved his toughness in Georgia.
Besides, what he willed, he willed.